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a man who ever in his sleep Had visions of old faces looking down. White faces of his youth, nor sad nor gay, But very passionless and wholly calm. And in his waking life he ever saw The same old faces of his early youth. For he was grey and grizzled with the weight Of many years.   He had nor kith nor kin, Nor friends, nor any ties of living men, But lived and moved amid a ghostly world Of shadows, he a shadow with the rest. At times he watched the fire-light's flickering glow, And crooned and mumbled to his inner self, Or in the windy dawning of the day, When the sere leaves are sighing through the air, He walked abroad through wood and fell and moor, With all the night's weird voices in his ear, And beat his hands to rhythm of a song He sang in tuneless treble, shrilly pitched, And the bleak wind would answer shriller still. The song?   Some childish ditty he had learned When at his mother's knee a child he played, In that dim past in which he lived and moved. The words I know not, but the final strain, Which he would sing most lovingly and long, Was, "Happy, happy, happy all the day." For he was very happy in his life Of dreams, with calm dead faces looking down.